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Under the flame of fire.~ Iraq stories 
Verses 

Night has lowered its curtain 

And | wanted you come back 

The honey of Singar how much is tasteful 
Once you left me, 

It became much bitter in my mouth 

Night came back on us 

And | wished you still young 

Oh, whom we appreciate in dignity 

No longer, she turned a foe to us 

We ride your visions as a blessing we think 


whenever a shooting star sparkles 


As usual, he ran to take a refuge with his grandfather. 


He furrowed his face when he touched the thorns of his 
grandfather's beard, which always accompanied kisses. His 
grandfather (Saleh) was very interested in that young man 
wearing a military uniform. He was tall, dark, with an aquiline 
nose. He wrapped his hand in white gauze so that it would be 
similar to a hung on his chest like a medal for those soldiers who 
were awarded in battles. His name is (Muslat), and he is the 
person whom Hassan brought his cousin's corpse whose name is 
(Hamoud)— a charred body wrapped in a-flag after the man went 
to battlefields walking on feet. 

The grandfather listened to (Musalat) carefully. 

A week ago, we had moved to. our a new location that was in 
Maysan on the edge of al- Ahwaz city.. Our faction moved to 
guard a narrow crossing, 12 meters wide, linking the Iraqi and 
Iranian marshes.. It was a smugglers’ line, and before that, it was 
a border crossing. 

We took our new military position there. As is customary, the 
Iranian artillery began shelling us frequently with bombs and just 
stopped during the suhoor meal to continue its activity after that 
short period. Meanwhile some minor clashes might occur here or 
there with light weapons that did not result in damage or 
casualties on both sides. 

In that night a complete Iranian brigade attacked our 
headquarters with their tanks and vehicles. We took refuge in the 
positions and trenches we had dug, and the battle began. 
Hassan was complaining of losing the ability to hit his targets, 
though he is a well-known sharpshooter , as you know. But that 
night he was unable to hit any target. | advised him to use the 


RBG. Anti-armor, it rarely misses its targets, but the result was 


the same after he missed seven shells vainly. He did not hesitate 
and did not wait for other advice... 

He walked forward with confident military steps towards the 
officer and saluted him, which startled his officer: Allow me to be 
a martyred sir! 

He did not wait for a response from the officer, who kept his 
mouth open in astonishment at Hassan’s position. He carried a 
bag full of hand grenades. He deliberately chose the defensive 
ones, due to their explosive capacity and greater damage. He 
began to jump gracefully on the Iranian tanks, opening their 
nozzles, throwing a bomb, and closing them tightly. ..and he 
repeats the following verses: 

You "Home" what did you.say after we left! 

How long we forced our.enemies to retreat 

Wow! A vulture, follow us wherever we go 

He destroyed three tanks before the sniper shot him with two 
bullets, one of which lodged in his shoulder and the other hit the 
corner of his head, causing him to fall unconscious before the 
ambulance could carry him. | saw him among the injured soldiers 
since | am the other who had been hit by a bullet shortly before 
him. We walked a distance of 500 meters and were stopped by 
one of the officers who was accompanied by thirteen wounded. 
He ordered everyone who could walk to get down... Sol anda 
group with me got down, for the ambulance to carry other 
wounded who couldn't walk. 

No longer the vehicle had walked some few meters, it was hit by 
a cannon, burning it with all wounded who were inside. 


| got his dead body out and you know the rest of the story. 


Saleh fell into the burning fire that consumed a trunk that had 
once been a sprawling palm tree, and the memories took him 
again to another fire which they had gathered around one day in 
the house of Fathi, Warda’s brother. 

The day when he was just coming back from a loser battle along 
with Fathi, and Dhari his younger brother. All battles are lost as 
long as they involve loss and bitterness that stings the throat 
except with a sigh. And they sat still except Saleh who was oiling 
his sword with the fat left over from the dinner prey—the third 
prey of that wolf who lived in a cave not far away from Fathi’s 
house. 

The almost deep, lonely cave,.even during the day, which the 
wolf took advantage of it to borrow his prey from Fathi’s sheep. 

It was the third sheep victim that Fathi’s wife managed to 
slaughter with a knife in the Islamic way after the wolf attacked 
the sheep with-his claws on the neck waiting to calm down, so he 
could start eating it or dragging it to his cave. But the woman 
rushed on him by screaming and shaking him up with her stick a 
long with her three dogs that barked to strengthen her fear of the 
wolves that inhabit in the caves. Such instinct that went against 
what was usual with dogs habits; so the wolf left his prey not his 
portion to be slaughtered by the woman, then it became a dinner 
and a sword paint for the pursuers. 

What made you do it? What kind of mind do you have that 
believes that the plane will be shot down by your gunpowder 
bullets? Dhari said it to Saleh, who continued to oil his sword with 
deliberately ignorance to avoid what he was hearing, but his 


ignorance did not prevent Dhari from continuing his questions. 


And what are you doing now? The English invaders are looking 
for you. Yas voluntarily gave them as well as to the police all the 
names and addresses. Where will you seek refuge now? 

They even issued a ruling against you. 

Saleh was listening speechlessly to Dhari’s conversation, but to 
the voice of that creature whom Fathi’s wife thought was a wolf. 
The wolf entered his dark cave and Saleh, who could see the 
entrance to the cave from his seat, took his rifle. He targeted his 
gun to the opening of the cave and pointed to Dhari, who 
responded by throwing the last sheep's skin and intestines in 
front of the entrance of the cave. As-soon as the wolf came out, 
Saleh immediately shot a bullet.which led the wolf to enter inside 
the cave. A scream, which clamed down the whole place, went 
off loudly; neither it was.a human nor animal. A scream that came 
from another world, making everyone’s ears bleed from its 
intensity. 

No longer Saleh, who had never been sick was struck by a 
severe cold leading him to sit close to fire against the burning 
truck. 

In front of the burning truck, Saeed, who was in his grandfather's 
embrace, saw the tears of his grandfather fell silently down on his 
cheek. 

He turned and played with his grandfather's beard, asking: 

Why do you sit near the fire as long as it brings tears to your 
eyes? 

Fire does not bring tears to the eyes, my son, but! cry over the 
burning wood. 


Out of the subject : Iraqi popular proverb 


It would be one of three possibilities 
One Shammar's Sheik gathered his tribe and said to them : 
Take it easy, It would be one of three possibilities, 

" putting in prison, giving a tribute or Knocking with stick " 


The story would be far away behind the point mentioned. 


